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The mofl lameniaUc Tra^edie 

Timu Ohecrcllifttfjisonchandvptohcauen, 

Aud bow thisfccbic ruine to the earth, 

If any power pirties wretched teares, 

To that I call : what would thou knccle withme? 
Coetbcndcare heart, for heauen fhallhearc our pray erSj 
Orvvithourfighs weelcbreath the welkin dimme, 
Andftainethe funne withfoggeas fonrsetimccloudcs, 
"When they do hog him in their melting boforocs. 

hAarcffs. Oh brother fpcake with pollibilities. 

And donot breakcintothcfedccpeextrcaines, 

Titus, Is not my forrow deepe, hauing nobottome? 
Then be my pafllios bottomlefle with them* 

Marcus. But ) etletreafon gouerncthy lament. 

Titus. If there were reafon for thefc miferics,. 
Thenintoliroitscouldl bindemy woes: 

When heauen doth weepe, doth not the earth oreflowf 
Ifthcvvindes rage.dothnotthcfea waxmad, 
Threatning the welkin with his bigfwolnc facei* 
Andwiltthou hauca'reafonfor this coile? 
lam thefea* Harkchow herlighcsdocfiow :* 

^hs.e is the weeping w elkjn, I, the earth : 
i henmtift my Sea be moued with her fighes, 

Then nniftmy earth with her continuall tearcs, 
Becomea deluge : oueiflowed and drowned : 

For why, my bowels cannot hide her woes, 

But like a drunkard nauftl vomit ihetn. 

Then giuc melcaue, for loofers will hane leaucj 
To eafetheir floraackes with their bitter tongues, 

E nt tr,4 mejftnger with tvpo heads <t«d a hand, 

Mfjfev. Worthy Andrcnicus^Wl art thou repaid. 

For that good hand thou fentft theEmperour : 
Keetjeare the heads ofthy two noble fonnes,. 


And 


Exit* 


x>f Titus AndYonUusl 

And hcercs thy hand in fcorne to thee fent backc : 

Thy griefes theirfports v Thy refolution mockt : 

That woe isme to thinke vpon thy woes. 

More then renaembranceof my fathers death, 
tjl^arc. Now let hot ,£tna code in Cicilie, 
Andbcmyhartaneuer-bufninghell : 

Thcfeiniferies are more then may be borne. 

To weepe with them that weepe, doth cafefome dealc, 
But forrow flouted at, is double death, 

Luei* Ahihatthisfightfhouldmakcfodeepea wonndj 
And yet detefted life not fhrinkc thereat ; 

Tbat^uer death Ihouldletlifcbearchis qamc, 

Where life hath no more intereft but to breath. 

Mare. Alas poore hart thackifleis comfortlcfle, 

A s frozen water to a ftarued fnakc. 

Tttus. When will this fcarefullflumberhaue an end? 
tJHar, Now farewell flatteric, die 
Thou dofl not flumber, fee thy two fonnes heads. 

Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter hcerc S 
Thy other baniflitfonne with this dccrc light 
Struckc pale and bloodleflc, and thy brother I, 

Ellen like a ftony Image, cold and numme. 

Ah now nomorc will Icon ttoule my griefes, 

B ent ofthy filucr haiiC} thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmall fight 
The clolingvp of eur moft wretched eyes: 

Now is a time to ftorme, why artthon ftill ? 

Titus. Na,ha,lia. 

Adarc* Why dofl thou laugh? it fits not with tliis hourc* 
Tttus. Why IbauenotanothcrtearctolEed : ’ 

Befides, this forrow is an encmie, 

And would vfurpcvponmy watry eyes, 

Andmakc them blinde with tributaricteares* 

Then which way llralllfindeBcucngcs CaucJ 
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